
The Tragedy ©/ Hamlet i> 

Promife-cram’d,you cannot feed Capons fo. 

King. I have nothing with this anfwer Hamlet , 

Thefe words are not mine. 

Ham. No, nor mine now my Lord. 

You plai’d once in the University you fay. 

Pol. That did I my Lord, and was accounteda good Aflor. 
Ham. What did y©u eroft 

Tol. I did ena£i Julius C'afar, I was kill’d i’th Capitoll, 

Brut tit kill’d me. 

Ham. It was a brute part ofhim to kill lo capitall a calfe there, 
Be the Players ready ? 

Rof. I my Lord, they flay upon your patience. 

Cjer. Come hither my deare Hamlet , fit by me. 

Ham. No good mother, here’s metall more attractive. 

' Pol. O ho, doe you marke that ? 

JJam. Lady, (ball I lye in your lap ? 

Ophel. No my Lord. 

Ham. Doe you thinke I meant Countrey matters ? 

Ophel. I thinke nothing 1 my Lord. 

Ham. That’s a faire thought to lye between maids legs. 
Ophel. What ismy Lord ? 

Ham. Nothing. 

Ophel. You are merry my Lord. 

Ham. Who I? 

Ophel. I my Lord. ' 

Ham. O God ! youronely Jig- maker, what Should a man doe 
but be merry: for laokeyoiuhovv cheerfully my mother lookes, 
and my father died vvithin’s two houres. 

Ophel. Nay,’tis twice two moneths my Lord. 

Ham. So long ! nay then let the divell weate black, for lie have 
a fute of fables : O heavens ! dye two months agoe, and not for- 

f otten yet '. then there’s hope a great mans memory may out-live 
is life balfe a yeere ; but berLaay a muft build Churches then,ot 
elfe (hall a ftrffer not thinking on, with the Hobby-horfe, whole £• 
pitaph is, for O, forO, the Hobby-horfe is forgot. 

The Trumpets found.'? D umbejhewfollowes. 

Enter a King and a Queen, the Queene embracing him , anihe 
her, he takes fSer up, and declines hie head upon her necke, he lyu 

■ • . him 



t frinee of Den marke. 

him dome upon a banke of flowers ,fhe feeing him afleepe leaves 
. an0 „ come sin another man, takes off nit Crowne,kjfes tt, 
tares poifon ™ thefleepers cares , and leaves him : the Queen re- 
larnes, fades the King dead , makes paffionate all ion, thepotfoner 
with [ome three or four e comes in again, feem to condole with her, 
the lead body is carried away, thepotfoner woes the Queene with 
aifts,(hejeemes harfh awhtle,but in the endaccepts love. 

* Ophel. What meanes this my Lord? ■ 

Ham- Marry it is munching Mallico, it meanes miichiere. 

Ophel. Belike this Ihew imports the argument of the Play. 

Bam. We fhall know by thisfellow. Enter Prologue. 
The Players cannot keepe,they’ll tell all. 

Ophel. Will a tell us what this (hew meant ? 

Ha. I, or any Ihew that you will fhew him, be not you afham d 
to lhew,hee’ll not fhame to tell you what it meanes. 

Ophel. You are naught, you are naught, He marke the Play. 

"Prologue. For us and for our Tragedy, 

Here Hooping to your clemency, . 

We begge your hearing patiently. 

Ham. Is this a Prologue, or the pofie of a ring ? 

Ophel. ’Tis briefe my Lord. 

Ham • As womans love. 

Enter King and Queene. 

King. Full thirty times hath Phoebus Cart gone round 
"Neptunesfax. wafh, and Tellus orb’d the ground. 

And thirty dozen Moones with borrowed fheene 
About the world have twelve times thirty been. 

Since love our hearts.and Hymen did our hands 
Unitecommutuallinmoft facred bands. 

Que. So many journies may the Sun and Moone 
Make us againe count ore ere love be done : 

But woe is me, you are fofickeoflate, 

Sofarre from. cheere, and from your former fiate, 

That I diftruft you ; yet though I diftruft, 

Difcomfort you my Lord it nothing muft. 

For women feare too much, even as they love, 

Md womans feare and love hold quantity. 

Either none, in neither ought, or in extremity. 
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